42                      LORD  HERBERT

That with my witty Carew I should strive                    50

To celebrate thee dead, did I not need

A language by itself, which should exceed

All those which are in use; for while I take

Those common words which men may even rake

From dunghill-wits, I find them so defil'd,                    55

Slubber'd and false, as if they had exil'd

Truth and propriety, such as do tell

So little other things, they hardly spell

Their proper meaning, and therefore unfit

To blazon forth thy merits, or thy wit.                         6:

Nor will it serve that thou didst so refine
Matter with words, that both did seem divine
When thy breath utter'd them, for thou b'ing gone,
They straight did follow thee: let therefore none
Hope to find out an idiom and sense                            65

Equal to thee and to thy eminence,
Unless our gracious king give words their bound,
Call in false titles, which each-where are found;
In prose and verse, and as bad coin and light
Suppress them and their values, till the right               70

Take place and do appear, and then in lieu
Of those forg'd attributes stamp some anew,
Which, being current, and by all allow'd,
In epitaphs and tombs might be avow'd
More than their escutcheons.   Meanwhile, because       75
Nor praise is yet confined to its laws,
Nor railing wants his proper dialect,
Let thy detractors thy late life detect;
And though they term all thy heat frowardness,
Thy solitude self-pride, fasts niggardness,                     80

And on this false supposal would infer
They teach not others right, themselves who err;
Yet as men to the adverse part do ply
Those crooked things which they would rectify,
So would, perchance, to loose and wanton man,           85

Such vice avail more than their virtues can.